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range of Mont Blanc. But the woods at this
season! the lily of the valley everywhere, but not
yet perfectly in flower; the helleborine, a beautiful
white flower, which we had at Dorking; Solomon's
seal, which I have never yet seen except in gar-
dens; the dark purple columbine, and the lovely
Star of Bethlehem, which fills the same place in
the woods and fields now which the grass of Par-
nassus fills later in the year. After lunch I took
another turn, in the opposite direction, to the Villa
Melzi, and up the great steps to the Villa Giulia.
Here I was pleased to find the cowslip growing in
great abundance: the true English cowslip, but
not with as sweet a smell as ours. The blue of
the lake was beautiful in the wind, but the wind
was very cold. At half-past five we left for this
place, and here we have found the most charming
hotel, and a position on the lake which seems to
me better than either Cadenabbia or Bellaggio. It
was bitterly cold last night, but in the night the
wind fell; to-day is without a cloud, and the beau-
tiful lake looks its real self. We had meant to go
on to Lugano, but it is impossible to tear oneself
away. As I sit writing in the garden under a
magnolia I look across to Varenna in the sun, and
the "Sour-milk Gill" coming into the lake close
by it; and the grand jagged line of mountains that
bound the lake towards Colico, almost snowless in
August, stand glittering now like the Oberland
range. You never saw anything so calculated to
make you drunk; and the grass is long and fresh
everywhere, and the trees just in leaf: not an atom